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was seeing like a painter, and that in the
course of the evening every one there
would change through every kind of artistic
perception.
After a while a Martinist ran towards
me with a piece of paper on which he had
drawn a circle with a dot in it, and pointing
at it with his finger he cried out, " God,
God ! " Some immeasurable mystery had
been revealed, and his eyes shone; and at
some time or other a lean and shabby man,
with rather a distinguished face, showed
me his horoscope and pointed with an
ecstasy of melancholy at its evil aspects.
The boisterous poet, who was an old eater
of the Indian hemp, had told me that it
took one three months growing used to it,
three months more enjoying it, and three
months being cured of it. These men
were in their second period; but I never
forgot myself, never really rose above my-
self for more than a moment, and was even
able to feel the absurdity of that gaiety,
an Herr Nordau among the men of genius,
but one that was abashed at his own
sobriety. The sky outside was Beginning
to grey when there came a knocking at the
window shutters. Somebody opened the